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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

CLAY HILLS 

It is easy to mould the yielding clay, 

And many shapes grow into beauty 

Under the facile hand. 

But forms of clay are lightly broken; 

They will lie shattered and forgotten in a dingy corner. 

But underneath the slipping clay 

Is rock. . . . 

I would rather work in stubborn rock 

All the years of my life, 

And make one strong thing; 

And set it in a high, clean place 

To recall the granite strength of my desire. 

DISCOVER ME AGAIN 

Discover me again — 

Look at me with new eyes, O my beloved ! 

See, my aspect changes to the need of love, 

Even as the stable earth answers the call of the seasons. 

Do not regard me only as a winter-wife, 
A peddler of homely comforts. 
Indeed I am also your girl of spring — 
Dreams possess and inhabit me. 
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Jean Starr Untermeyer 

But these lie sick and languid; 
They quicken to the call of life, 
Only at the recognition of your glance, 
At the hail of your love. 

Discover me again! 

Jean Starr Untermeyer 



THOUGH ONE SHOULD STRIVE 

Love is the heart's last light to die! 

Though one should strive in stubborn pain 
To quench its beauty utterly, 

Yet were his labor vain. 

Yes, often, when the night is deep — 

For all the far forgetful years — 
A face looks star-like on my sleep, 

And I awake with tears! 

Nancy Byrd Turner 
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